
STAGE CONFIDENCES                153
she wears a long cloak of velvet or cloth, with a lining of delicate tinted quilted satin or fur; if the impression of warmth or elegance and comfort is given, its work has been well done. But suppose the actress enters in an opera cloak of such gorgeous material that the elaborate embroidery on it                                 I
seems an impertinence — a creation lined with the frailest, most expensive fur known to commerce, frothing with real lace, dripping with semi-precious jewels — what happens? The cloak pushes forward and takes precedence of the wearer, a buzz arises, heads bob this way and that, opera-glasses are turned upon the wonderful cloak whose magnificence has destroyed the illusion of the play; and while its beauty and probable price are whispered over, the scene is lost, and ten to one the actress is oftener thought of as Miss So-and-So, owner of that wonderful cloak, than as Madame Such-an-One, heroine of the drama.
Extravagance  is   inartistic — so   for  thate toe, und                        * he can't keek vurth one sou! — und zat is my
